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crimn Washington Ruvean Chief Hugh
Sidey has Inewn Lyndon Johnson since
the days when he was Senate majority
leader. Having observed L.B.J. tlitough-
out his Administration as Timv’s chief
White House correspondent, Sidey of-
fers these reflections on the memoirs
that Johnson inight haye writtei:
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WITH SCULPTORS LIKENESS

' qu 1STORY and the men who record it
| have always intimidated Lyndon B.
Johnson. Iis book, ZThe Vantage Point,
is a nervous bow tothe Farvard faculty,
and thus not very Johnsonian. The next
one should be for us; a thunderous ac-
count of this incredible man’s 40 years in
or near the center of power. That book is
bottled up in him, and the problem is get-
ting it oul in its pure slafe.

They tell the story of L.B.J. rcading
in private a statement that he planned
to make in public. When he finished
one of his guests asked, “How do you
feel about this"in your own words?”
The lessons that he learned from Frank-
lin Roosevelt told in his “own words”
would be utterly fascinating. Along the
years we have caught glimpses: how
F.D.R. regaled Johnson with an ac-
count of “a naked Russian woman” in
order to defleet a request the young Con-

The Book L1 Sheuld VWrite

gressman had made for moncy for'a

dam in Texas. Or how he sat at ihe”

old master’s elbow as Rooscvelt pre-
pared 1o fire Ambassador Joseph Ken-
nedy for saying in 1939 that Germany
would not be beaten. .

Sometimes after nightfall when John-
son gets mellow, he can remember every
sight and sound of that day in 1941
when Sam Raybur got the draft ex-
tended by a single vote, how the Speak-
er gaveled the Tlouse adjourned and
jumped out’of his chair when he saw
couple of opposing Congressmen coming
up the aisle to vole,

- . ‘(' o

What happened to Johnson's deep dis-
trust of generals and admirals? e car-
ried it with him from the Congress up
to the threshold of the presidency. Jad
it been intact in the Oval Ofiice, Viet
Nam might have been a different story.
The official White Tlouse transcripts of
the Tohnson days show the high brass
to Le invincible warriors of unsurpassed
wisdom; history has disproved that and
Johnson used (o know better,

L.13.J. could mimic Bill Fulbright (“the
stud duck of the opposition™), v Dirk-
sen and cven Job Kennedy until your
sides ached with Jaughter. Je know
men as no other national leader did:
e knew their bank accounts, their mis-
tresses, foibles, skills, their very hearts.
Just how did he manipulate the Senaie
in 1957 to produce the first civil rights
bill in almost a hundred ycars? Jor
those of us in the gallery, it was an awe-
some display of leadership. 1Tow did he
feel, and where did he go, and with

whom did he talk when the moment.

came in the night that the bill was law

and he Capitol was engulfed in the

kind of cmotion that comes only a few

limes in one Jife?- .
. . (4]

There . were times in the
room when Ev Dirksen and the Pres-
ident would leanr across the mahogany
and look each other in the eye and
make a dcal and nobody .watching
them would know cxactly what il was

or how they had arrived at it, but

they would know that the dic had
heen cast. That kind of reading might
even keep Harvard awake.

Cabinet

~ What was it about Bobby Kenncdy
that really angered Johnson? Fhe feud
shaped a part of our history. Once Yohn-
son roared that perhaps he should have
fired all the Kennedy people because
when he would call a play, they would

" run the other way.

His true assessmen] of Russia’s Alek-
sei Kosygin has yel to be put down
on paper. “Eisenhower told mc never
to trust & Communist,” Yohnson once in-
sisted, “I believe him.” How Johnson
prepared for the Glassboro meeting,
what he read in the man’s cycs, how
he employed his manipulative skills
would be a whole chapter. The history
of Johnson is the history of people
-—the sweaty, the beautiful, the profane,
the great, the petty. )

We might know more about the pol-
itics of 1968 if we knew all of whal John-
son sl to Senator Tubert Humphrey
when he swmmoned him to the White
ITouse from Atlantic City four years car-
lier, kept him waiting an hour and &
half, theo told him that he was his
choice for Vice President il he would
not talk so muchand. .. )

(2]

What mad scheme really possessed
Johnson -when he hurtled around the
world in 44 days in 1967, riding his ex-
ercise Dbicycle at 35,000 ft., heading
for Rome at the last minute, swooping
out of the Christmas Lve sky onto
the Vatican in a fleet of whining heli-
coplers, presenting Pope Paul with a
plastic bust of himself and finally rush-
ing off over-the Atlantic like a star-
tled Santa Claus? :

Lyndon Johnson has secn and heard”

‘more of the important affairs of this

nation and world than apy other liv-
ing American. 3¢ is like Mount Rush-
more, a sort of clemental past of the
land, shaped by men and cvents, but
enduring. Jis titanic passions, his bleak
hours of disappointment and self-pity,
his scasons of compassion and gen-
tlencss, his moments of volcanic splen-
dor should go down on paper in his
cowboy-crmr-statesman style. There hus
been and will be no one like him, a
man of enormous energy who, whatever
his virtues, made momenfous mistakes
—-with the cconomy, with the war.
He is still a special national resource.

8o would be the book that he should

write. :
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